THE POET AND MYSTIC

incidentally, it may be remarked that this is a
superb burst of poetry, a passage that our time
will not willingly let die out of the swelling
diapason of its imaginative expression. But it is
also fascinating for the philosophy It contains.
I, for one, sincerely believe that Shaw is saying
here what Emerson says in his great essay on
love; he directs our attention to it as a divine
principle far aljove and beyond our petty at-
tempt to catch it in man-made devices called
marriage; a principle which each pair of lovers
seizes fleetingly, but then, as Browning has it,

" Then the good minute goes; "

a principle and a passion by which the whole
creation moves, in which it has its being; Na-
ture's way, so Emerson points out, of leading
lovers through the illusion that it is an end in it-
self, on to that realization which culminates in
the recognition of it as cosmic, eternal, not of
this world, but of all the worlds that be. And
for Shaw, the way whereby this may be seized by
the individual is to see in Mmself a reflection of
God in will and power (when we join the lifef the man in me
